Would you send Kate to Portugal,
Great James to be a Cardinal,
And make Prince Rupert Admiral,
This is the time,

Would you turn Danby out of doors,
Banish rebels and French whores,
The worser sort of common shores,
This is the time.

Would you our Sovereign disabuse,
And make his Parliament of use,
Not to be changed like dirty shoes,
This is the time.

Would you once more bless this nation,
By changing of Portsmouth's vocation,
And find one fit for procreation,
This is the time.

Would you turn Papists from the Queen,
Cloister up fulsome Mazarine,
Once more make Charles great again,
This is the time.

There was so much to report of fear, hatred, treachery,
executions and pillage that an item which at another time
would have been widely discussed barely crept into the
chronicles of the day: "Mrs, Gwyn, mother to Madam
Ellen Gwyn, being in drink, was drowned in a ditch near
Westminster/* The fact that one Isaac Newton had dis-
covered that objects fall straight down was noticed only by
the Royal Society, and they did not believe it. When